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Introduction  
Welcome to my portfolio. I am Josephine Bahr, a senior in Applied Mathematics. This is how I 
usually introduce myself. Very surface level and basic. As you read my portfolio, you will 
become acquainted with some of the other layers within me. Some are fun and inspiring 
successes. Some are inner thoughts that usually don’t ever make it to the surface. Some may 
even contradict each other, but the contradictions in humans are what make humans so 
interesting. 
Through each portfolio, I attempted to reflect what I actually think about the 
experiences that have shaped me here at Fontbonne. I tried to show my real thoughts, 
although many are toned down or spun more positively. While each is still honest, I think this 
masking makes it easier to write down my thoughts when I don’t know who the audience will 
be. 
Simply writing narrative essays was an interesting challenge. I’ve taken mostly 
technical courses during the last couple years, and this reflective narrative approach to 
writing reminded me there are beautiful things outside of more logical fields. My emotions and 
experiences can be looked at logically, but they’re much better conveyed creatively in ways 
where (hopefully) you can connect with my thoughts and feel some of my emotions in your 
own mind. I’m not that great of a writer, and so I will consider it a success if you feel this way 
at least once. 










Leaving the Bubble 
In a cold January, I was walking down the front steps, leaving the Basilica of Washington, 
D.C., with some newly found friends. A friend said to me, “You don’t believe in [insert topic]?” 
They nudged their friend and said to them, “Tell her where it is in the Bible.” The other friend 
proceeded to quote from books that had not been presented as scripture to me before. 
Outwardly, I listened patiently. Inwardly, I felt hot and sick. How would I tell him I disagree and 
would need him to prove his ‘proof’ as well? This encounter of difference and disorientation 
was one of many that I faced when I started college. 
For 18 years, I lived surrounded by people who accepted the same truths as me. I am a 
cradle Lutheran, my dad is a pastor, and I went to Lutheran preschool, grade school, 
homeschool, high school, weekly worship, and nightly devotions for my entire life. Then, I 
moved from my family home to St. Louis where I now attend Fontbonne, a Catholic university 
with students from an amalgam of backgrounds. 
With my venture outside the Lutheran community, I had to find religious resources 
independently. I learned to research when I had a philosophical and religious doubt. 
Previously, this information was readily given to me through bible study, religion class, 
answers to questions pitched at my dad the pastor and my peers. At college, these sources 
are harder to access, and I felt lost because finding material to sustain me was a new 
responsibility. Now I receive guidance via reading the study Bible, listening to podcasts, and 
flipping through theological research publications sought out independently. Without the 
easily accessible resources from before, I have unexpectedly strengthened my ability to seek 
answers on my own and more mindfully. This requires much more effort and time, and the 
independent research endeavors are frequently shelved or sometimes ultimately forgotten. 
Nevertheless, having to decipher alone what is true and what is not has made me more 
scrupulous and has increased my confidence in my religious identity. 
In addition to affirming my own beliefs, I had to learn to open my ears to others’ 
opinions. When I first came to college, my insides would be physically sick from hearing 
things incompatible with my own beliefs. I think the confusion of how to react to and process 
incompatibilities was confusing and disorienting since I had little prior experience with this. To 
be honest, I have yet to completely move past this, and I still have a hard time hearing at 
times out of anxiety of how to interpret differences. I have, however, discovered that learning 
to hear others shows them respect and can help me to form better, more informed opinions. I 
do not have to agree with people in order to consider and understand their ideas and beliefs. 
To accept them is my choice, and I do often change my opinion thanks to discussion with 
others. Without leaving my bubble, I would not have the skill nor the chance to hear these 
people, and now I do have these opportunities to change for the better. 
Leaving the bubble of my Lutheran world forced me to grow in new ways. If my friends 
from D.C. today had the same conversation with me, I would know to ask them more 
questions to hear their opinions more fully, and to research the topic in question on my own. 
That same friend gave me a rosary chain; I now view it as a symbol for my growth in exploring 
and accepting differences, and it hangs on my bedroom wall today. Thanks to my new and 
different world, I have met my partner and teachers and friends of all religious and national 
backgrounds. While I still identify with the Lutheran community, I am glad to have grown 
outside of it and to have transformed in ways only possible through encountering others with 



















This rosary chain is from my friend who I met freshman year. The chain reminds me of my friends and other 
people who are different than me.  
Transformation 
Normalizing Struggle 
I thought school and learning were important but also something you succeed in by ‘just 
doing it.’ Academically, I felt like I could do anything. During my freshman year, I bounced 
around majors, entering as dietetics, switching to communication, and even tacking on global 
studies at one point. Then, I realized I missed math class and enrolled in calculus as an 
elective for my own enjoyment. Eventually, “mathematics” sounded good to be on a diploma, 
and finally, I settled to declare myself as an applied mathematics major. 
My second semester in my second academic year, I loaded up with five major courses, 
three being upper-level math courses. I went at these courses with the usual attitude: go to 
class, take the notes, and do the homework right before class. This had always worked for 
me. 
It did not work for that semester, and I faced my first significant academic challenge. 
One course, called Modeling for Numerical Approximation, made me question my 
intellectual ability. That class had only five assignments for the entire semester. I opened the 
first one an hour before the due time, and… comprehended nothing. My face turned red, and 
when the professor dealt a failing grade the next week, I definitely cried a little. I was shocked 
and felt like a failure for the first time. I remember running into my advisor at lunch in Ryan, 
then venting and insisting on dropping. She said, “Don’t do that. It will get better.” I could 
have gone to the registrar myself and withdrawn from the course. I didn’t go, however, and 
I’m not sure why I listened. 
The course continued to be difficult. The teacher assigned us into groups, using an S-
curve: the best-graded students with the worst graded, the second best with the second 
worst, and so on. Because of my F, I was partnered with the top students. This worked out, 
because they had a great work ethic, and became my friends in the class. We studied 
together, and they influenced me to work on assignments early. We would meet sometimes, 
discuss the problems, and write ideas on the whiteboard. I learned better work habits like 
starting earlier and how to lighten the load by teaming up. Because of my teammates, 
Modeling became my favorite class. The class was still grueling, but I began to enjoy the 
challenge because the results satisfy you more when you put in more effort. 
Those classmates have since graduated, but their influence on me has remained. I 
view that semester and that specific course as my breakthrough from a typical student into a 
hardworking professional because now I realize the work and effort actually required for 
success. I do frequently continue to feel overwhelmed with workloads and difficulty levels. 
(Shout out to you, Linear Algebra.) Yet, the situation is always eventually okay because, as my 
advisor said, I know that hard things “will get better” if you give the appropriate and proper 
time and effort. A great amount of needed effort does not always mean I am failing, and with 
the help of those around me, I’ve learned to always get better at adapting and growing in 






Above are two of the reports I had to write about our group working together. (Note: the year is 
incorrect on the first one and should be '2019'). This shows how we worked together from the viewpoint 





Coming into college, one of my top goals was to have better communication skills. My mom 
had homeschooled my siblings and me for about six years, and afterward, I went to a tiny 
high school with a graduating class of forty-two. While I am thankful for the education, that 
upbringing didn’t teach me the communicating skills I need for general life. All the time, I 
could feel how socially awkward I was / am, and with the transition to the independence 
offered by college life, I felt this was the time to try improving my social skills. 
During my freshman year, I had mostly gen eds, and one class in particular struck my 
interest: Communication in Everyday Life. We talked about many topics that related to daily 
life. We learned about relationship maintenance, self-presentation, conflict management, and 
much more. I gulped down the information like a starving person, and when the course 
ended, I fell short of satiation and needed more. Thus, I talked to the chair of the 
communication department, and she helped me to submit paperwork for majoring in 
communication studies. 
I felt excited by thoughts of reading and studying communication in different contexts. 
I wanted to take extensive notes, give speeches in class, and write topical papers. I also 
loved numbers. That other competing love won out, and I switched my major to Applied 
Mathematics. I learned a vital lesson from these courses though: communication is essential 
for every person. Therefore, I kept communication a part of my education, this time as a 
complementary minor. 
Working on this minor has taught me many skills. Often, when someone is speaking to 
me or hanging out with me, I can decipher their body language or can know how to more 
effectively reply to what they’re saying. Before college, unplanned conversations would make 
me stammer uncomfortably. Now, I have random and good conversations with people every 
day, and that’s no longer a big deal because my education (plus trial-and-error) has equipped 
me. 
Even with my degree, the communications minor has helped in unexpected ways. For 
instance, math is straightforward, and, coincidentally, writing with respect to the math field is 
also straightforward. My writing often becomes very direct. Because in communication we 
emphasize recognizing appropriate tones and audiences, I know to give my writing the proper 
fluffy description when necessary. This could mean, for example, adding friendly words to an 
email for a coworker or a professor, or adding more adjectives to make presentations 
compelling. With a subject such as math that often comes across as dry or even cryptic, 
having the ability to communicate ideas effectively is increasingly important as I proceed 
further into my math specialization. 
Some gen eds are something to merely complete, yet some, like that COM101 class 
freshman year, will set your life on an altered path. Studying communication has expanded 
my education and social life, and it has additionally set my career in math up for a hihe
 
 
Above, this critique is an assessment that I wrote in COM101. This homework and other in the course 




“That’s Jos’s shoe pileup,” my sister pointed out to a guest. “My bad,” I replied, joining them 
to look upon the five to six pairs of shoes right inside the front door. “I’ll put those away later.” 
I did put those in the ‘proper’ place later in the bucket beneath my bed. As I did so, a thought 
came to me: Clearly, that location by the door is convenient for me. I leave my shoes there 
every day anyway. Thus, why can’t my shoes belong in that place too? 
At age seventeen, I was diagnosed with Attention Deficit Disorder (i.e., ADD). At the 
time, accepting that as a new part of my identity was a struggle. For a while, I didn’t like that 
part of me and often wished that I never knew. I hated the label of ADD. As I’ve gotten older, 
I’ve come to see it as benefit because I can be more knowledgeable in interpreting my 
personal quirks in life. 
For me, ADD expresses itself through forgetfulness, excessive daydreaming, and often 
leaving tasks unfinished, along with many other traits. While my doctor did teach me coping 
methods, I began to think how changing the environment around you to suit you also helps 
quite a bit. We learned in Intro to Psychology that the environment one lives in can greatly 
affect one’s health, and I’ve since continually explored how I can make physical spaces more 
conducive for me as a person. 
Throughout my life, I’ve struggled with maintaining an orderly living space. I felt 
frustrated constantly because I couldn’t seem to keep a clean space or keep track of things 
like a normal human being. I’ve come to realize I should start trying to live as an ADD person. 
If the current ways I was taught and shown by others weren’t working anyway, then there was 
no harm in trying new ways to orient my physical space. Seemingly small things like a more 
intuitive room arrangement, or designated dump spots in my home, started to make a big 
difference in my quality of life. 
I’ve found things that work for me. You’ll see my work area set up at the dining table, 
not my desk. You’ll find my bike in its own spare room. My keys are always hung on that 
hook, and my spices are religiously confined to one box. When you walk into my apartment 
and my bedroom, you’ll notice how orderly (though not spotless, mind you) my space is. I am 
not an orderly person. Rather, the orderly environment is in spite of my disordered self. These 
things work for me. They seem mundane and everyday, but these and a sum of other physical 
arrangements have reduced my ADD-related stress greatly. 
Looking for the small external adjustments reflects the internal adjustments. With 
hearing the diagnosis four years ago, I’ve been trying to make sense of the newly visible type 
of chaos in my mind. It only makes sense that adjusting my thoughts would cause me to 
adjust the environment around me. I’m okay with being “not normal.” What is “normal” 
anyway? My thoughts are my own, and I think my space and how I live in it should match me 





Pictured above is my bike. As mentioned, it has its own bedroom in my apartment. I don't store it in the 
garage or basement because I know I would forget about it. Thus, storing the bike where I have it in my 




I remember as a teen, my mom would see me checking one of my classmates’ homework 
assignments, and she would chide me to worry about my own work first. She wanted me to 
do my best, and she always had a good point. Whenever my classmates asked for help, 
however, I always agreed quickly. I used to attribute that tendency to be a pushover, and 
while that may be a bit true, I now think that guiding people and growing with them is one way 
I am a leader. 
A little over a year ago, the Math and Computer Science chair reached out via email to 
explain that the department had an opening for a teaching assistant. She wanted me to guide 
students through lab sessions for the freshmen C++ course. I felt honored and quickly 
accepted the position. I knew as a student that the best teachers are those who care about 
the students. I cared about many of my underclassmen, and so I hoped that I could be for 
them like other teachers had been there for me. 
When the first lab came around, the amount of learning required to teach became 
evident. Apparently, before you help others with something, you should also know about the 
subject. I had taken the same course previously yet still found myself furiously cramming 
before each lab session. For the most part, when a student asked a question, I could help. 
Occasionally, I would have no clue though, and we would research the problem and learn 
together. These moments were great reminders that while I was the teacher, we were still 
students together in the end. 
In every lab session, the students taught me patience and open-mindedness. The 
students had varying needs and levels of skill. Some would ask a quick question and move 
on, while some would want me to sit with them and guide them through several steps. I 
learned to sit attentively with those students, letting them go through trial-and-error and 
stepping in only when they seemed to need a hint. Sometimes, it was very tempting to take 
the keyboard and type all the code for them, but I constantly reminded myself that everyone 
needs to go through part of the learning process on their own. The most difficult and 
interesting part of labs was deducing when to correct or hint at a student, and this becomes 
easier as you gain more experience and get to know them. 
Because I am also a student, I could relate to their challenges. When a student would 
struggle with a concept, I’d say something along the lines of “Oh yeah, that module was 
tough last year too” or “Man, I still have trouble with that sometimes. Let’s look at this for a 
second.” I liked seeing their relief when I acknowledged that their struggle is shared or told 
them that they’re doing great. Perhaps, when the words come from a teacher who is pretty 
much in the same boat, then the words of encouragement are more believable from a student 
perspective. I was glad that my status as a fellow student could benefit the lab students. 
I connected with numerous students and was able to see them improve. That one 
email sparked a major change, and I’m glad for that change because it brought to surface 
another passion in my life, which is becoming a college professor. I’m also inspired to 
incorporate teaching more in my daily life. For example, that could entail something as simple 
as showing my sister how a bell curve works or, professionally, setting aside time to help 
someone with a task at work. I can’t wait for all my future opportunities to lead people 
through teaching.  
  
 
Pictured above is what my setup for leading labs remotely looked like. I had a table in my 10-year-old sister’s 
room because I was staying with my parents during the first two months of the corona pandemic. My laptop had 
a mic and webcam which I used Zoom on, and the second monitor usually had code or other lab materials pulled 
up.   
Leadership 
Personalizing Leadership 
The FIRST Leaders is a team of student leaders who are selected for welcoming new 
international students. We train, run orientation, and put on events every year. I’m shy and 
reserved so when Jessica asked me to be the Chair, I was pretty nervous. The fact that she 
asked me though gave me the confidence to think she saw a reason why I should be the 
Chair. While she acted as my supervisor, I led the other FIRST Leaders and began to discover 
what type of leadership suited me. 
Some people lead in obvious ways. Jessica had a confident, commanding voice. When 
she spoke, you listened, and she always seemed to know what things had to be done. 
Figuring out how to, and who would do those things, was my job. 
A problem, however, surfaced; I lacked the commanding voice needed to speak to the 
group. It’s nerve-wracking talking to a group of people with the anxiety that no one will 
respond but also with the thought that too many will respond at once. Smaller conversations 
are much better and more comfortable. Thus, I thought of trying to lead the group by 
individually leading each person. 
One challenge that arises when leading a group is the conundrum of group 
responsibility. The book Influence: The Psychology of Persuasion goes into depth on this 
topic, and I’ve also seen this issue come up often throughout life. Take for example, my mom. 
She’ll ask for something to be done, but she’ll ask an entire room. Then, no one does 
anything because we all think someone else will do whatever she asked. I learned from my 
mom and that influence book, and so in my own group of FIRST Leaders, I wanted to try 
making request by targeting specific people. When a task needed doing, I would specifically 
ask someone to take responsibility. 
Not only does this issuing of responsibilities result in the completion of tasks, but more 
importantly, it also opens doors to matching the task to the person. Over time, I got to know 
the other FIRST Leaders and their personalities and skills. I figured the work overall would be 
easier if people in general did the tasks suited to them. This meant, for example, asking the 
extroverts to do airport pickups or asking the artists to make our welcome signs. This makes 
working together an overall better experience because people were more willing to do tasks 
that befit them. As their leader, I made it my job to know each person’s strengths and put 
them to work where they could complete tasks and enjoy doing it. 
Some people lead in less obvious ways. During the time as FIRST Leader chair, I 
learned that I lead by knowing the group’s individual strengths. When you know these, you 
get to know your group members better and strategize toward meeting your group’s goal. 
This type of leadership works for me because I don’t have that commanding motivational 
voice like Jessica’s, but I can make up for it in other areas, and I like learning how to do so. I 
think that’s my strength as a leader, and because you guide different individuals each time 







The two above photos are my team of FIRST Leaders from the semester of fall 2019. These photos are 
from the training days leading up to meeting the new students at orientation. We spent about two 
weeks together to get to know each other before the new students arrived. 
First Photo: (back row, left to right) Noella, Ana, Minh, Lakayline, Josephine (Me), Ashaunti, Ben. (Front 
row, left to right) Anna, Aki. 
Second Photo: (back row, left to right) Noella, Josephine (Me), Ashaunti, Minh, Ben. (Front row, left to 
right) Anna, Ana, Aki, Lakayline. 
  
Occupation 
Getting to Know Mathematics 
Several years ago, I got a taste of math beyond the basics. Intro to Stats and Calc were 
gateway courses. They have exciting essential concepts and preview why people spend their 
entire lives working problems. When my freshman year at Fontbonne rolled around, I felt that 
excitement factor that I usually felt in academia was missing, and then I noticed the absence 
of math courses in my schedule. By the end of freshman year, I declared as a math major. 
Since then, I’ve developed a relationship with and found several meanings within my 
mathematics degree. 
Mathematics opened an entire world of discovery for me. Yes, numerous theories and 
the overall foundations have already been extensively explored, but the establishment of 
those gives us the tools to understand and explore more ideas. To be a mathematician means 
to take abstract concepts and give them some concrete form. You have to build the skills to 
pay attention and to ask the right questions. You have to study and gain experiences to know 
where to begin answering those questions. If you don’t know a topic, then you think of 
something similar you already know, and use that knowledge to help define your topic. My 
time studying mathematics these past four years has taught me how to explore new 
knowledge, which is great because while I can’t know everything, I do know how to navigate 
through unknown territory. 
I think that’s the point of a math degree, to learn how to learn, more than to learn 
specific concepts. If the point of this degree was to be a well-informed math expert, then the 
program failed. Rather, the program gives students a base to grow further. Yes, it’s great I 
have 2 to the 10th at the front of my brain and can recite the conditions of a valid probability 
mass function. I’m by no means an expert within any mathematical field, and that’s okay. 
Each course we’ve had has basically been an introductory crash course in random fields of 
math. My degree has been more of a sampler pack than anything else. In this way, my math 
degree has set me up for future success. Because I’ve had to learn how to navigate through 
different topics for nearly every course, I know how to adapt to learning these new topics. 
Additionally, knowing a bit about many things opens so many doors. Perhaps, the hard part is 
picking which doors to go through. 
The plethora of doors includes connections to other fields of study as well. Whether 
they care to admit or not, everyone has a need for mathematics. I love how math can in some 
way be used as a tool for anything. Whether it’s financial planning or logical writing structure, 
this excites me, and I feel proud of math, almost as if it’s its own hardworking entity, trying to 
stay relevant. A faculty member here once advised me to not disqualify any future field of 
study because math is found somewhere in every workplace. Sometimes a close friend and I 
fantasize about us working together on research projects in the distant future when we’re 
professors at our respective universities. She’s a psych major and I’m into statistics, which 
are seemingly irrelevant to each other. But, because of math’s diverse applicability, we are 
connected and can see many possible future collaborations. 
It’s so funny now (not “funny haha”. Rather, “funny peculiar”) how I look back at those 
original gateway courses now and think those classes barely represent the math world and 
only touch on the surface. Yet, those classes gave me a taste for more. I dedicated my 
academic career to something I didn’t fully understand. I suppose that’s why anyone chooses 
a dedication, because they want to understand it more fully. During my time at Fontbonne I’ve 
come a long way with math, and the best part is that there’s still miles of road ahead. 
 
This is the visual aid poster of my senior synthesis project. The actual copy hangs in the hallway of the 
Math and Computer Science department. The abstract explains how this specific project connects to 
other fields of study. 
Occupation 
Getting to Know Mathematics 
I’ve always dreamt of what exciting and groundbreaking career I would have. Everyone grows 
up dreaming what they’ll do with their life. The possibilities of future successful careers 
seemed like a game. A game where I could do whatever I wanted and play around and be 
happy. The naive overconfidence has begun to slip away as I’ve edged closer to entering the 
careerwoman portion of my life. I’ve realized that this game to find a job is confusingly full of 
double standards and blurry criteria. 
In a mock interview recently, the interviewer remarked how my personality is low-
conflict and may win a position. Personalities are very complex, and considering the mix of 
personalities in a work environment is important for employers. I think that it’s smart to look 
beyond skills and look at personality traits. At the same time, employers use random 
unrelated things to determine your worth. I’ve always had trouble with firm handshakes, and 
people aren’t shy to note my weak grip. I don’t really understand how the grip of my hand 
determines my intellectual ability and work ethic, and I personally find firm handshakes to be 
aggressive. At the same time, if I realize that a firm handshake and other insignificant actions 
can land me a job, then why can’t I make myself to do them? The job search is funny that 
way. 
Another funny thing is being a woman in the world of information technology. People 
will casually joke to me that I’ll get a job easily in IT because I'm a woman. They joke and I 
laugh politely, though those words aren’t funny to me. I don’t want to be a diversity hire; I 
want a job because I’m qualified for the position. On the other hand, I suppose I should take 
any advantage where I can. Although, I often feel how I express my femininity is a 
disadvantage too. People tell me to use stronger language and less “kind of”s” and 
“maybes”. Through studying in my gender communication course, I know that women tend to 
use this kind of language to soften the impact of their words through vocabulary choice (this 
of course, is a generalization). They say being a woman is an advantage yet they want me to 
dampen the ways in which I show I am a woman. 
In finding a job, I am always confused and trying to decipher what I’m actually 
supposed to do. There’s this peripheral feeling that I’m supposed to be doing something, and 
I’m not sure what that something is, like the secret trick to get hired. Through the frustration 
of this unknown territory, I’ve created this tension between the working world and myself. Not 
having a job lined up after graduation is very stressful, and I unhealthily blamed the world for 
shutting me out from getting hired. I do know realistically that other things are at play, like the 
job shortage. I have begun to reconcile with this imagined tension and the lingering 
bitterness. I am trying to have a more hopeful attitude toward applying for and interviewing for 
positions. Actually, more employers have been reaching out since then. Maybe it’s my better 
attitude, maybe it’s random timing, but the positive reinforcement persuades me to keep 
having more positive thoughts. 
I wanted to include this particular reflection because this is still an unresolved story and 
it reveals some of my daily worries as a student graduating in a pandemic. The others are 
closed accounts where I am satisfied with the meanings of those experiences. Perhaps, if I 
write about this experience in a few months, then this reflection will have a more positive tone 
too. With this account though, being in the middle of a story is frustrating when you haven’t 
reached the resolution of all the pain being worthwhile. And to be honest, jumping through the 
hoops feels unendingly tiring. This game turned out to be less fun than I thought. I don’t really 
like playing anymore. Though, I will continue and, perhaps, eventually win. 
 
Pictured above is my resume (edited for privacy). I edit and update the file nearly every week to keep 
up with applying for jobs so frequently. The formatting and included information are based on 
extensive research and trial-and-error by me. 
  
Service and Social Justice 
How to Serve as a Voice 
As many people do, I’ve searched and reflected on my purpose here in the complexity of life. 
No one has yet revealed to me my complete set of purposes, but I do know one of mine. 
Throughout the years, advocating for unborn children and abortion alternatives has frequently 
been on my mind, in that way that a person feels it has a reason to be on their mind. Fighting 
the normalization of abortion has remained a persistent call. Therefore, I think that being a 
part of the world for me means to serve as a voice for unborn people. 
Knowing that I wanted to fight for the rights of the unborn proved to be entirely 
different from actually joining the battle. I am timid in conversation and am non-
confrontational. I was jealous of those who spoke at conventions or led defense rallies 
because I respected them for doing things I couldn’t see myself doing. I believe that while you 
should be prepared to leave your comfort zone, you should also use your strengths when 
possible. Moreover, I knew I’d be way outside of my strengths by working controversial 
booths or phone campaigns. I reflected on this deeply, thinking about how the unborn could 
have a voice through specifically me, Josephine. I knew I was less of a direct speaker and 
more of a listener and provider. 
Then, one summer, after freshman year, an opportunity presented itself as a seamless 
intersection of using my personal strengths and going outside my comfort zone. Under the 
summer sun, an acquaintance and I spent every morning in front of an abortion clinic. We did 
sidewalk counseling and simply handed out information about alternative options. We listened 
if people wanted an ear and spoke when people wanted a reply. I also talked to other 
volunteers and helped the local pro-life advocacy group with their spreadsheets. That 
summer I truly felt like I had stood as an advocate in the combinations of ways that only I 
could, and serving the world in this way felt right and comfortable. While I already knew that 
encouraging society to value unborn people was important, that summer’s experience 
solidified that this was important to me. 
After that summer, the following years increased in academic rigor and caused my 
schedule to fill up. I struggled with the cognitive dissonance of feeling the need to continue to 
serve those in need while at the same time not doing so in what I had imagined was the 
‘proper’ way. How could I still advocate for the unborn and interact with the world while I can 
barely keep up with my own life? How could I continue to put time into my calling when my 
time is already stretched very thin? At times, I felt I was a horrible person, as if I had made my 
schedule too busy on purpose. 
After much thought, I came to realized that a change in your actions does not imply a 
change in your values, and I finally settled into having sprinkles of advocacy where it made 
sense in my life. At first, that felt like giving up, but I’ve since re-decided that the sprinkling 
kept my foot in the door of the pro-life cause. I am proud of myself for not allowing that door 
to close when it very well could have. This helped me to notice in myself and in others the 
quieter versions of advocacy people can practice, such as donating or joining marches, or 
even simply speaking up in personal conversations. Standing up for the unborn doesn’t have 
to be loud or obvious. Perhaps one day, in a different period of my life, my advocacy for the 
unborn will be loud and obvious, but for now, it remains gentler and quieter. 
Over time, I change and my situation changes, but my goal to act as a voice for unborn 
people has not changed. Yes, at times, figuring out how to have a voice is confusing and 
takes effort. Yet, the confusion is necessary and worth it because giving parts of myself to 
speak for others in need makes me feel purposeful and useful on this earth. Though it may 

















The foot pin (top right) is on my bag. I received it as a gift from the President of Springfield Right to Life. The foot 
represents the size of a child in the womb's feet at 10 weeks post conception. I've worn this on my backpack for 
the past three years, and it serves as one form of advocacy for the pro-life cause. 
 
Service and Social Justice 
How to Serve as a Voice 
In East building, on the first level, you will find a small room, or perhaps you may see it as a 
large closet. That closet houses the Griffin Market, i.e., the campus food pantry, and is lined 
with food items from each of the food groups. The obvious purpose for this food pantry is to 
feed students and other members of the Fontbonne community. The Griffin Market, however, 
also serves a second, more hidden purpose. 
During my junior year, the Family Resource Management course required students to 
accumulate service hours. Out of convenience, I chose to fulfill the hours by volunteering for 
the Griffin Market. The Market was on campus and had flexible hours, which sounded perfect. 
I thought giving my time to this would be the simplest way to fulfill this requirement. And it 
was for the most part. People came into the Market, I recorded their items, and then they left. 
Well, some of them left. Some would hang back and talk about their day. I’ll never 
forget specifically one male student who walked in, laid down on the floor by the pasta, and 
proceeded to talk about his crappy week for the next twenty minutes. Afterward, he sat up, 
looked at me and said, “Right now is the best I’ve felt all month. I really needed to talk to 
someone.” He made me realize that this place had more purpose than just supplying food; 
the Market was a little place where people could feel safe and heard. 
That semester, I served the community and helped my Fontbonne neighbors by 
offering active listening to those who needed it. There was no sign to explicitly tell people they 
could be heard here, but I wondered if the offering of one need (food) caused people to 
associate the Market with other needs such as a listening ear. Sometimes people needed 
their bottled hopes for the future to be heard, and sometimes people needed to let out how 
much their life sucks at the moment. Whatever the matter, even if the subject seemed of low 
importance to me, I tried to listen because that person was talking about that subject because 
it mattered to them. 
I learned that serving people goes beyond physical needs, and we must address 
mental needs too. Many of us know firsthand that telling another about something on your 
mind makes you feel less alone and makes that something feel more bearable. It can, 
however, be difficult to find a place that feels safe enough to set down some of your load, and 
so I feel honored to have been a part of a place such as the Market that offered that level of 
comfort. 
Overall, I’m glad that volunteering for the Griffin Market differed from my expectations 
and went beyond supplying food. I learned the importance of people’s need to be heard. After 
that semester, I’ve since continued to try practicing active listening in my work, family, and 
social life. I hope to continue working on listening skills because you never know when 
someone needs to feel heard. 
 
 
This photo shows the Griffin Market, the cozy closet where many students visited every day. 
 
